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fortunately.   Barcelona has nothing in common with any
other Mediterranean city, unless indeed it be Marseilles;
but it lacks the lucidity of that great French city.  It seems
always in the shadow of the Montjuic, and the light and
the sea approach it reluctantly almost, never quite frankly
at any rate, for unless you climb the hills beyond the
city you are scarcely aware of the sea at all, the port
being so great, greater far than the harbour of Marseilles,
for instance, though smaller than that of Genoa ; and if
you walk in the Rambla, the one beautiful street in the
city, where all day long and far into the night pedlars
sell their wares, men discuss business, and all Barcelona
continually seems to pass and repass, the great avenue
of trees that leads through the heart of the city, and the
houses on either side, keep out the sun, necessarily per-
haps, but still unfortunately, obscuring the light; while as
a promenade it is almost quite spoiled by the electric
trams, which rush past you on both sides, noisy with
gongs and the shriek of wires.   And if you go to the
cathedral, expecting some splendid thing, you will be
surprised, rather, perhaps, after all, in coming from Spain
than from France, by its vast darkness, in which the
beauty of its architecture is lost, and all that is really
visible is an altar here and there before which a light
glistens, making the solitude deeper.   This feeling of
gloom, of depression, that I have always experienced in
Barcelona, is caused perhaps by its business; it is the
one city in Spain that is devoted to commerce.   And,
indeed, it is not really Spanish at all, this great port on
the Mediterranean; still less, as it seems to me, is it French:
it is the restless capital of Cataluna, a place apart by
itself, eager as no other city of Spain has cared to be for
wealth, for trade, for success in business.   Coming here
from the cities of the true South, where the sun does so
much to reconcile poverty with riches, almost the first